
The si one of King Lear. 

Stsw. Madame within, but neuer man fo chang’d, I told him 
of the army that was landed, he fmild at it, I told him you were 
comino-,his anfwerewas the worfe, of giojltrs treacherie,and of 
the lo vail feruice of his fenne when I enform’d him, then hee 
cald me fott, and told me I had turnd the wrong fide out, what 
heeihould moll defitefeemes pleafant to him, what likeoffen. 

fiue. r , 

g 0 ». Then ihall you goe no further. 

It is the cow'ifh terrer of his fpirit 
That dares not vndcrtake,hele notfeele wrongs 
Which tie him to an anfwere, our wilhes on the way 
Mayoroue effefts,backeF^rtomy brother, 

Haften his muders, and conduft his powers 
I mull: change armes at home, and giue the diltatte 
Into my husbands hands, this trudy feruant 
Shall palfe bctweenc vs, ere long vouare like to he 
If you dare venture in your owne behalte 
A midrefTes command, vveare this,fpare fpeech. 

Decline your head: this kiffe ifit durftfpcake 
"Would ftretch thy fpirits vp into the ayre, 

Conceaue and far you well. / ar edew 

r Bdfi Yours in the ranks of deatn. ( 

Gon. My moil deer Gi*fhr> to thee a womans feruices 

A foole vfurps my bed. v At Stew. 

Star. Madam .here comes 'my Lord E. ^ 

Gen. I hauebecneworththewlufthng. 

Alb. 6 Gonorit, yon are not worth the dull whicl 

Blowes in your face,I feare your difpo ltion 
That nature which contemnes ith origin 
Cannot be bordered certame in it lelte, 

She that her felfe will flmer and disbranch 
From her material! fap, perforce mull wither. 

And come to deadly vfe. 

Gen. Nomore, the text is fcoWh- fceme vild> 

Alb. Wifedome and goodncs,to th j 

Filths fauor but themfclues, what haue you 

Aflther,and a gracious aged man 


Whofereuerence euen the head-lugd beare would lick. 

Moll barbarous mod degenerate haue you madded. 

Could my good brother fuffer you to doe it ? 

A man, a Prince, by himfo benifited, 

If that the heauens doe not their visible fpirits (come 
Send quickly downe to came this vild offences,it will 
Humanity mud perforce pray on it felf like monders of 
g 0 n t Milkeliuerdman (thedeepe. 

That beared a cheeke forbloes, ahead for wrongs. 

Who had notin thy browes an eye deferuing thine honour, 
From thy differing, that not know’d, foolsdo thofe vilains pitty 
Who arepunilht ere they haue done their mifehiefe, 

Wher s thy Axnmt France fpreds his banners in our noyfeles land, 
With plumed helme, thy date begins thereat 
Whil’d thou a morall foole fits dill and cries 
Alack why does he fo ? 

Alb. See thy felfedeuill, proper deformity fhewes not in the 
fiend, fo horrid as in woman; 

Gen. Ovaine foole!. 

zAlb. Thou changed, and felfc-couerd thing for Oumc 
Be-monder not thy feature, wer’t my fitnes 
To let thefe hands obay my bloud. 

They are apt enough to diflecate and tearc 
Thy flefh and bones, how ere thou art a fiend, 

A womans lhape doth fhielcl thee. 

Gen. Marry your manhood mew — 

tsiib. Whatnewes. Enter a gentleman. 

Gent. O my good Lord the Duke of Cornwall dead, flaine by 
his feruant, going to put out the other eye of glejitr. 
tsAlb. giofieri eyes? 

Gen. A feruant that he bred,thrald with remorfe, 

Oppos’d ‘againd the aft, bending his fword 
Tonis great maider, who thereat inraged 
Flew on him, and amongd them, feld him dead, 

But not without that harmefull droke, which fince 
Hathpluckt him after. 

■Alb. This lhew es you are aboue you Iudifers , 

Tliat thefe our nether crimes fo fpcedely can venge. 
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